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JORDAN 
CASTRO 



Self-help; life-affirming philosophy rooted in existentialism, 
cognitive-behavioral therapy and the unidirectional nature of time 

the secret is that you are enough 

through a calm, detached, mildly ambitious perception and assessment 
of situations and circumstances 

i can increase intelligence levels, power levels, and good feelings in my 
brain 

through the ingestion of mostly raw organic vegan foods and the 
appropriate movement of my muscles 

i can increase lifespan, physiological health, and well-being in general 

this is important to me because i am not currently in the act of 
committing immediate suicide 

i am perpetuating the idea that life is desirable during every moment in 
which i am existing in a state of not earnestly trying to kill myself 
immediately' 

every sentient being who is currently existing in a state of not earnestly 
trying to kill myself immediately ' is displaying an interest in being 
alive 



thoughts control emotions and behaviors 



which means that in order to feel good or act in a desirable manner, one 
must process thoughts in a way that effectively enables this 
emotional/behavioral response 

* 

you don't owe anything to anyone, because each moment is its own 
moment, separate from all other moments' and you are not you in 
past moments, you are you now, always' 

allow for easy cognitive adjustments and modifications 
resulting in emotional/behavioral adjustments and modifications 
resulting in a state of being that embraces change, inconsistency, and 
you are different now than you were before' 



pursuit of ownership over [anything] besides yourself' is 
counterproductive; nothing can ever be yours, besides you 



and the secret is you are enough 



Goals 



my life goal is to reach a state of 

steady monetary income for minimal amount of work that i don't 
want to do' 

long term 

some of my short term goals include, utilizing all of my "free time" to 
promote my literary career' and eating a "giant fucking salad" 
sometime soon, because i'm hungry' 

food is a physiological necessity intrinsic in ail animals 

and governments, republicans, democrats, meat-eaters, the US DA, and 
police are (in)directly making it impossibly hard for certain 
demographics of people and other animals to obtain food 

i know this because every six seconds a human child under the age of 
twelve dies of starvation 

i also know that seconds are unidirectional and that age is a 
preconceived notion based on time (which is unidirectional) - 
meaning age does not denote wisdom or seniority, it just denotes 
itself, whatever that is 

some of my other life goals include, 'feeling like i recently ingested 
coffee without having recently ingested coffee' and making the world 
a better place for people who are "born into shit" 



people who are born do not ask to be born 

a person does not ask to pick coffee beans for two cents an hour, to pay 
for food, to feed their children and themselves, to maintain internal 
body heat, to remain breathing 

people do not ask for this 

things just happen this way 

other life goals of mine include acceptance' and 'the complete 
realization of the thought that "things just happen this way m 

i will treat my body and my brain well, attempting to sensually 

experience/ingest only that which will aid me in obtaining my goals 

i will use my thoughts to control my emotions and behaviors, because 
thoughts control emotions and behaviors and thoughts are 
perceptions of everything we experience sensually 

and because i want to feel productive and satisfied, physiologically and 
cognitively 

okay 



JAMES 
PAYNE 



How i smelled on i-90 



I smelled like the last loaf 

of Wonder Bread, 

the waft up and stay till stale. 

Like that empty factory 
and the shifty remainders of 
ourpre-service industry. 

The painted billboards 

that wither and weather away, 

like 1960s/70s 

and kept, like 

a spectacle, 

like a kid passed out in the middle of the party. 

I smelled like a human. 
A person. All people. 
Everything that is real. 
Really really real. 

I mean, 

I smelled like 

a summer festival, 

on a big screen, 

in a big park, 

in some big city, 

somewhere. 



And like 
all the kids 
who were there. 

I smelled like tap water 

I smelled like Klaus KinskL 

I smelled like Theodore Kaczynski. 

I smelled like the things directly underneath and to the side of 

I smelled like homemade speed, 

like things you buy that you don t need, 

like things you need that you can t buy, 

like trying to find your roommate 

to find something 

or someone 

and do something 

or other 

to get 

high. 

I smelled like the exculpations of 

the weight of the wodd, 

the palimpsest 

of justification 

and whateverness, 

the layers of innit 

and fbrgetfulness, 

at turns me and me j 

and me and neverness. 



But, 

mainly, 

I smelled like 

a dead person 

underneath 

a Richard Serra sculpture 

and the conversation 

thepreparators 

mumble 

through 

after. 



Arthur danto 

THERE WAS THIS THING 
WHERE WE WOULD HAVE 
"DEEP" "PHILOSOPHICAL" 
CONVERSATIONS ON THE 
NATURE OF ART BECAUSE 
WE WERE AMERICANS IN PARIS 
AND THAT IS WHAT WE READ 
WE SHOULD DO THERE 
AND I WOULD REFERENCE 
AN ESSAY I READ 
TO BOLSTER MY POINTS 
ONLY TO HAVE YOU LOOK 
AT YR BFF FROM PREPARATORY, 
START LAUGHING, AND SAY, 

"OH, ARTHUR? 

I LOOKED FORWARD 
FOR TWO WEEKS 
TO HEAR HIM SPEAK, 

"IMPORTANT LECTURER 
COMING TO THE WEX GUYS, 
MAKE SURE YOU'RE THERE. 
IT'S NOT OFTEN WE MANAGE 
TO GET SOMEONE LIKE HIM HERE." 

BUT EVERYDAY YOU HAD TO SNEAK PAST 
TO DODGE "HOW ARE YR PARENTS/STUDIES ?" 
FROM HIM AND HIS WIFE AND HIS LITTLE DOG 
IN THE LOBBY OF YOUR APARTMENT BLDG 



ON THE EAST COAST 
IN NEW YORK 
IN MANHATTAN 
BY COLUMBIA 

WHERE YOUR FATHER WORKED 

WHERE EVERYONE YOU KNOW WENT 

AND WHERE ARTHUR IS PROFESSOR EMERITUS 

OF MAKING PEOPLE FROM OHIO 

LOOK WILDLY OUT OF THEIR ELEMENT 

WHILE FLOUNDERING IN CONVERSATION 

WITH SOMEONE THEY ADORE. 



AND "TOM" PYNCHON IS "A FAMILY FRIEND," AND, REALLY, GOD, 
HE'S JUST SUCH A BORE. 



Nature morte 



I'll look at your 
old profile pictures 
because it will make me 
feel shitty about my life. 



One-of-everything 

I just feel like 
it would be nice, 
for once, 
and only once, 
co go toJ.Crew 
and get 

o ne-of-every thing. 



£ ax (explained) 



••-ilked down the street from my home 
r.ere i daily wake my eyes, 
r-ightly close my eyes, 

: Tttn walk my legs from, this place a starting point 

nis same place an ending point. 

_-<ulated comfort walls i pay rent for- 

-s-here my food is refrigerated 

and should keep- i should be safe 

nd keep just the same. 

these kids on a second floor porch 
down our street, draped in numbered sports robes, 
vet eyed with college beer, threw two empty cans 
down at me and two friends walking by. they said, 
"look back like you're gonna do somczhingfaggot" 
then gave enrolled glares and mis-educated remarks 
to our backs as we walked on. 

my stomach tangled; a lose knot turning to a hate rock. 

i imagined the porch collapsing, 

all of those on it wrecked like pinatas 

impaled with splinters of chemically treated wood. 

theyd never see their degrees 

four car garage or HD TVs- just eternal dirt. 

the follow up fantasy saw me pulling a black sun 
reflecting gun from under my oversized flannel, 
cocking it easy like starting a nice car, 



taking an eastwood aim 

and shooting one of them right in the head 

then saying to the rest, 

"your friend is dead, fuck with me now." 

i should have plummeted 

wrapped and weighted 

in these combustible thoughts. 

i saw the dead student's friends, 
i saw the dead student's famiiy- 
their eyes were deep wells and 
sitting back in their sockets 
like only death can retreat them. 

why would anyone do this ? 
why they say why 
why, why 

and the thought resounds 
lying under their why, why - 
it seemed reasonable at the time, 
loud. 

memorable. 



12 



at 12 

boobs were the best thing i'd never seen live. 

school was fine, sports ruled, ate free, didn't need a job. 

i needed to see someone's not mom boobs. 

so i set out on a juvenile odyssey 

that never left shore 

kneeling in the sand at the mercy of 

puberty inspired body fat 

along with many other 12s. it wasn't as lonely 

as it was pathetic. 

i dreamed mountains, 
swimming mishaps, 
random flashers. 

gym clothes blown offby the industrial fan. 

i stared myself erect rather than making 

real friends or eye contact. 

my misled 12 was missing so much 

not just from the shoulders and up. 

poor 1 2s. poor girls, saint dolly patron- the punch line 

of any 12 with soccer balls. 

i'm sorry miss dolly and everyone else. 

shame on my masturbation cave 

where stalactites and mites were 

in fact the coveted areola topped flesh. 



listen up 12s. 

go get struck by lightning. 

get slapped in your teen stache virgin face. 

you're hopeless. 

go fuck yourself- oh, and you will 

and there will be pulsing regret in that 

and epic loneliness. 

i m building a time machine 

to beat the boner outta you 1 2- 

you little perve- you'll be easy 

to find in the bra section of k-mart 

or fingering through the pages of maxim 

in barnes and nobel. 

12; it's over, it's you and not me. 

i keep telling myself it's you and not me. 



Belly Button 



I'm cutting the umbilical chords of vegetables 
with my fingernails. 

I sever several peppers and take 
Earths children in my hands. 

Mother- 1 think. 
Connection. 

Our first loss in this world- 

Our infinite, dying quest. 

the fuel pump 

the beer bong 

the wire to the wall 

to your computer 

the bungee savior that keeps 

jumpers from splattering 

The nurture at the other end 

we can't create again. 

Capitalism is not an umbilical chord; 
it's a straw. 

(refrain) 

I have some hole that lint gets in- 

Fill it again, fill it again 

Now I think it's more a scar 

of where we were tied and no longer are. 



RICHARD 
WEHRENBERG, 

JR. 



-Ail scarecrows 



I think i'vc found you, but were all scarecrows lately — 
: aked spines and straw hearts, a fading shirt, the same 
old sky, some magnet that pulls us to one another 

You coming alive to me in a front seat, 
some town we kind of just ended up in — 
something caught — a crab, a thief, two hearts 
foreshadowing, an anachronism-time-travel-eff-up 

Me grinning hard, 
lame and sincere, 
almost will-less 

You ytWmgfuck that pig, the night s rain dripping into us, 
drunk and smoky, wet with street water, rubber tire splash 
hand wave goodbye, w\io\t-ho\cy'\icaittdiy,goodbyeeeeee y 
engendering some kind of hope, some sense of supposed to 

All I want to say to you in the muscles that line my jaw 

die curl of a human hand, this vehicle for leaving, 

blurry dreams and uncertainty, an imperturbable sadness 

rising out of a crack in the dry earth of my skin, the sound of that 

I look down at my hands and look up for you 

How the sky hung over something i don't know 
what to name and don't want to either 



If you'll have me (versions) 

There was some father, some image of the father — 
the grit of his teeth, a six year old me, the open palm 

coming down like pendulum, some fractious pigeon 
seeking the respite of a cheek, a crumb on a highway 

(It is never the root thing we push our anger on) 

This is the twenty-two year old version of myself 
trading my minutes and moments 
for a discretionary hourly pay rate 

(Feeling fine about it, you know) 

This is the bear-trap of our relation — 

distracted by spectacle while the heart corrodes, 

rust and blood indistinguishable — 

to abscond with indelible scars, things you can't 

just throw out, and trying to turn a pencil upside down 

(To erase the trace — to forget — the route we took to get 

There are city planners maneuvering their own 
blueprints, forgetful and drowning in their security, 
frowning at the skein of their weavings 

(Just trying to keep anything at all) 



Ihis is my twenty-four year old body earnestly 

"■ anting to connect with yours — 

: find and bloated with sincerity 

swinging a top-heavy scimitar 

at some inconceivable shape 

brandishing back, some darkness 

washing over the shape of me (us) 

There are planets that are circling like vultures, 
and vultures that are circling like planets 

(i.e., I can't distinguish a vulture from a planet, ideally) 

Certain nouns seem more pertinent in my life (merely) 
because they are moving at the same tempo, in a similar 
footstep as the current version of myself 

(If not to walk with someone at a familiar pace, what is it we hope for) 

This is my seventeen year old mind 
desperate for certainty, ignoring 

(...) 

This is my twenty-one year old mind 
letting go things that want to 



(...) 



This is my seventy year old mind 
creaky, the slammed door of time, 
well, slamming 

(A lonely path, in the veins of the lungs 

we meet back somewhere one day, in a breath, 

in this moment, irrevocably emptied, unflnalizable again: 

where did you go, ah, — > there)} 

(Forgetting, remembering, hoping, forgetting, remembering) 

I choose remembering — 

You are here and I am smiling, looking 
at you with the same hope and eyes 
as the twenty-three year old version of me, 
as the four year old mass of myself 

We are enclosed in a room 
and then we will leave it 

Let me do it 

1 want to doit 

Our relations are so small 

and yet I am sure we cannot be reduced 

to anything less than e verything 



(Insert any argument, posit any diminutive, beautiful thing) 
I am here, if you'll have me 



Jordan Castro [jordancastroisdicpresident^grnail.com] 
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